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that there was none prescribed. "But what you have in
your mind," he added, "is the choice, always uppermost
in the minds of men, between the acceptance and refusal
of earthly love. You know, as I have long known and as
has been sufficiently proved to me, that all spiritual achieve-
ment is, in essence, solitary. Women, when we lie with
them, look into our faces and ask what we were thinking
of in the moment of sensual climax and in the succeeding
moment of release. They have seen isolation in our expres-
sions, but they wish us to answer that it was of them we
were thinking. We may answer so, but it is not true. The
fact that we love them excludes them momentarily and
gives us freedom, not from them only, but from our own
bodily shells. It is a very simple paradox that though, in
that instant, we might remain conscious of a woman to
whom we were indifferent—that is, remain earthbound by
her flesh and our own, we escape in inexpressible wonder
from a woman we love. She has power to release us, that
is all; it is a miraculous power.
"You see, just as we teach children to have good manners
and to give place to others—in a word, to be courteous and
self-denying—so we, while we are in our philosophic child-
hood, must be self-denying and must love. But self-denial,
though a great and necessary virtue, is a virtue to be tran-
scended and left behind, and love also, for love is a dis-
traction from personal unity—it prevents the coming to-
gether of the soul. Yet—and this is a deeper paradox—it
is on earth necessary to the growth of the soul. To reject
it, while we are in a condition to require it, is to stunt our-
selves with asceticism and to grasp at spiritual independ-
ence before our time. Love, a form of suffering, is, like
pain and ambition and loyalty and all profound emotional
experience, a form of discipline, being a part of life, itself
a discipline; and like all earthly gains it is a designed
prelude to loss. When we know intellectually that loss is
freedom, then we are philosophers; when loss has become
freedom, then we are baptized in wonder and are fit to
die. Has the death of Jesus any other significance that is
unchanging, whether he was human or divine?

